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Vit VtAttit ci W&ixtttv. 

** Hiemes orate serenas." 

Gboroicon, lib. i. 

It was in the latest wane of Autumn ; angry and red 
The sun from beneath a mountain mass of purple clouds 
Gleamed with ineffectual beam of dying power ; 
When, by his paling rays, I saw from out the North 
An ancient form of grave venerable aspect come, 
With trembling gait, and slow palsy-stricken mien, 
His aged shaking head horrid with rimy locks. 
And shaggy silver beard all ice bedropping frore ; 
Yet still he seemed to gather strength as near he crept ; 
When by his chilling look I knew 
Him for old Winter, and thus addressed : 

" Whence comest thou, stem tyrant P forth 
Art thou sped from the dreary North 
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In all thj* miglitj' strength P in sad 

Bobing of gloomy grey clouds clad, 

Borne o'er wide seas of rugged ice, 

Heralded by threatening voice 

Of dark-brow'd storms, wildly howling, 

On heaven and earth fiercely scowling ; 

Driving before thee sleeting clouds, 

And fast succeeding wedge-like crowds 

Of screaming birds, southward flying 

To sedgy clear lakes southward lying ; 

Hast thou then left thy caves of snow ? 

Why stayest thou the streamlet's flow, 

Binding it up on the mountain height 

In icicles fantastic bright ? 

Bearing the timid hare abroad 

Prom her secret form in thickset wood. 

Where falling showers of leaves on the ground 

Attest thy power, shed all aroimd 

By thy nipping fingers ? Oh ! stay thy hand 

Yet awhiLe, stay thy chilling band 

Of frost, and sparry ice ! — ^yet awhile 

Let Autumn linger with latest smile." 

Frigid, he answer' d not, but shook 
His hoary head with a freezing look ; 
Then blew from his nostrils a blast so cold ! 
Such might be felt, it may not be told. 
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It was late eve : in that keen cold gust 
The aspen shiver' d, as on it rush'd ; 
The tall firs rocked, as down it bore 
Their bendipg tops, and its loud deep roar 
"Was heard in the forest ; the aged oak 
Groaned in anguish ; the old elms shook 
In all their limbs ; quivering near. 
The beeches grand low-sweeping, with fear. 
Shrieked as they locked their spreading boughs, 
While the rushing wind still higher rose ; 
The gracefnl birch stooped low to the blast 
Like a trembling maiden : thick and fast 
The snow came driving on, and down 
Fall'n like a pall o'er the earth was thrown. 
So ghostly still. Ere while, the moon 
Late shrouded in a mantling cloud 
Came forth, calm shining ; and long and loud 
The whoop of owl was heard in the air, 
From ancient ivied grey church tower. 
Deeply the night wind sigh'd, and blew 
Faint and chill through the gleaming yew, 
That in the churchyard shadowing spread 
With wide arms dark and snowy head. 
The broad mere, mirror of the moon 
Eeflected bright in her waters, soon 
Congealing, turned all ghastly pale 
And motionless : in. vain the gale 
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Strove to nifie her icy breast, 

And with rude hand her bosom prest ; 

In vain the willow, weeping, sought 

To recall her liquid senses ; — ^nought 

Availed to stir a pulse or sigh, 

Or rouse her from cold apathy. 

The antlered stag drew near the brink 

Seeking, as oft his wont, to drink ; 

But turned in horror, and in fear 

To see his form fisunt shadowed there, 

Bounding away through crackling wood, 

Towards the river's living flood ; 

Yet there, he trembles, panting loud. 

His hot breath steaming in a cloud 

Of vapour, round him wildly waving 

In spectral wreaths ; and, coughing hoarse. 

He droops his head : the river's course 

By stem "Winter there is stayed. 

His iron hand is on it laid ; 

The proud stream, himibled in its pride, 

Has hidden deep its flowing tide, 

A band of green ice stretch'd along 

Its margin ; with a crushing throng 

Of frozen fragments, crowding on, 

Over-lapping one another 

In cold confusion, all together 

Clashing and grinding with horrid din ; 
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Now starfdng up, now driving in, 
Now plunging in the waters deep, 
Now rising o'er the icy heap, 
Now falling with a startling crash ; 
The sullen waves, low straggling, lash 
Their sides, and boil with pent-up power ; 
And all is cold chaos for the hour. 
Like spirits hovering, in the air 
Wheeling round and round in fear, 
Wnd fowl are seen, soon settling near. 
Then cowering close ; the wary grebe, 
Peering through the frozen reeds, 
Skims rapid o'er the pool, and dives 
Sudden beneath the sheeting ice. 
Old Winter, with chattering teeth the scene 
Surveys, cold grinning, breathing keen, 
That all his frosty charms may tell 
T^^ith frigid force of working spell : 
So let him work ; a mightier word 
Than his shall yet set fr«e the flood. 

Night now descends, to wrap the earth 
In darker gloom of eldest birth : 
The moon is setting, a thick veil 
Of damp mist falling round ; while, pale 
And mournful, her last fiEunt low gleam 
Dies away like a fading dream. 







On high the stars alone are bright, 

Gleaming clear with Heaven's own light ; 

Yet even their glory melts away 

Ere long, before the morning ray. 

Loud Growings soon the coming day 

Proclaim, in many a ronndelay 

From village cocks, in farm and grange. 

Sung with various shrilling change 

Of clear notes h^ard afar, and nigh 

Bystarving.foxinagony 

Of hunger, sharpened by the frost, 

Yet fearing to approach the roost 

So near the faithful guardian eye 

Of wakeful dog, light slumbering by. 

The morning star is blazing bright 
With purest adamantine light ; 
The purpling East with fiery glow 
Of reddening sky begins to show. 
Brighter and brighter seen to gleam 
Are streaks of horizontal flame : 
Sudden the sun appearing, slow • 
Arising with a ruddier glow. 
Sheds warm his beams of rosy light, 
Dawning on snow of purest white, 
The winding-sheet of Nature dead 
Above, around, on all outspread — 



Nature lying in state, with shroud 
Such as o'er mortal monarch proud 
Was never thrown, however great. 

Silent the sweet birds, mourners all, 
Grieve as at Nature's funeraL 
Yet is not the soul-like melody 
Of music absent : in the sky 
Shnll-keening winds are heard to wail ; 
Who, while they wand'ring restless rove 
Through all the gloomy dark pine grove, 
A solemn sad dirge sing unseen, 
Bewailing the departed sheen 
Of Nature's glory : Echo too. 
Sobbing prolongs the notes of woe: 
Old Ocean on the sounding shore 
A mighty anthem peals, and all 
His green waves, in a lulling strain 
Of elegy, the senses chain 
With soothing power, now rising loud. 
Now falling soft as summer cloud. 

Man mourns not ; for he knows that soon 
Heaven will grant again the boon 
Of life-renewing winds, with germ 
Of power to raise the prostrate form 
Of Nature's beauly, to bloom anew 



8 



In spring, her fair face bathed in dew 
Of early morning, sprinkled cool 
O'er all her features beautiful. 
So shall grateM Earth once more 
Bear witness to the gracious power 
Of Heaven, shown by Winter's sway. 
And welcome Spring's returning day : 
So, after Winter's deep repose 
Brighter days will time disclose, 
With blossoms of the blushing rose, 
And purple idolets scented sweet, 
While all around fair Spring shall greet. 
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9 9iip in ^fving. 

" Oh ! vous qui me survivraieut, quand le printemps reviendra, 
souvenez vous combien j'aimais sa beaut^/' 

CORINNE. 

Old Winter lingering late, at last is fled and gone 

Away : erewliile the long-expected Spring is bom, 

And cradled lies in a lap of fresh blooming flowers ; 

Around him smiling crowd the constant hours, 

In order watching o'er his tender age, 

As foirer he grows from day to day, in tutelage 

Of their love, with verdant bloom : 

Now aU is orient bright ; no gloom 

Of cloud nor shower yet fallen to £Eule 

His early glory, nor to shade 

The virgin sheen of the rosy mom ; 

And every hour new flowers are bom, 

And every flower is passing sweet : 

Sweeter than all the violet. 

Mantling in hues of heavenly dye, 

Borrow'd from the deep azure sky ; 
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There too fair anemone, pale 
Daughter of the wind, too frail 
That seems for earth, with brilliant eye 
Of wondrous beauty curiously 
Centred in her veined cup, 
Like infant eyelid opening up ; 
Fair lilies of the vale snow bright, 
In modest drapery green bedight. 
All fragrant ; graceful hyacinth too 
Decked with bells of deepest blue ; 
Primroses, star-like clustering near 
In shining constellations, peer 
Forth bright gleaming o'er mossy bank, 
Or twinkling in the ,copse-wood dank. 
In vernal beauty these and more 
XJnnumber'd, such as Earth once bore 
In Paradise ; all that are lefb 
From JSden, of which man bereft 
Dreams in the days of beauteous Spring, 
When all is heavenly flourishing : 
And ever, such flowers divinely prove 
What Eden held ; these let us love. 

The lark, blithe herald of the sky, 
Glad celebrates the mom on high, 
Which chanticleer with loud alarm 
Proclaimed the advent of ere dawn ; 
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The feather' d choristers of the grove 
In concert sing their lays of love, 
Of old the forest minstrelsy 
Inspired by Nature pure and free : 
Her silver pinions closed, the dove 
Safe brooding in the thickest cove 
Of beechen shade, her loving soul 
Pours out in plaintive accents, full 
Of tenderness, and love, and bliss ; 
Now telling of all her happiness. 
Now pausing in excess of joy to yearn 
In silence, tOl her mate return. 

The kine are lowing in the leas 
And meadows fresh, with numberless 
Cowslips deck'd and kingcups fine. 
And briars of fragrant eglantine ; 
While troops of lambs, in sunshine glad, 
Skip in pastures newly clad 
With tender herbs, then bleating seek 
Their gentle dams so loving meek. 
Swallows soaring in airy height 
Ceaseless pursue their endless flight. 
Circling the tall elms leafy ridge, 
Or, dashing through the arching bridge. 
They skim the plain of waving grass 
For food, as to and fro they pass 



12 



Where myziads of mseets dance 
Unceasing, and like emeralds glance : 
There too, meny grasshoppers green 
Leap and sing with ceaseless din, 
And painted butterflies ever rove 
On flutt'ring wings of restless love : 
Loud crows the pheasant from the glade 
Of birchen woods with trembling shade. 
Or wanders through the scented fields 
Of golden-tufted gorse, which yields 
Its perfume to the wooing winds. 
And aU their sense in sweetness binds. 

The shining stream rolls clear along, 
Mowing in beauty, with cheerful song 
And tinkling voice of tiny waves, 
Prattling to the sands it laves ; 
The flowers listening bend to hear 
The belling sound of its murmur near ; 
The tall reeds tremble in the breeze 
Mysterious whispering, all their leaves 
Quivering, while their pointed spears 
Are wet with dewy, pearl-like tears ; 
The dragon-fly in gold and green 
Array'd, or steel-blue coat of mail. 
Hovering round is seen to sail, 
Licessant sweeping high and low, 
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To weaker tribes a deadly foe : 
The halcyon, like meteor rare 
Sudden streaming through the air, 
His cry of exultation ringing 
Darts past, like flying arrow winging 
His rapid flight, then far away 
Settles on some light bending spray. 
His saffi^on-vested bosom showing. 
And crest like gold and sapphire glowing : 
The speckled trout leaps up in glee, 
G-listening in bumish'd scales ; the bee 
In wise content goes plodding on, 
Humming low till his work be done ; 
His labour cheer'd by that solemn sound 
Of ancient tone, heard all around 
From brethren workers of the hive. 
Who work and sing, and working thrive, 
And to proud man example give. 

The calm bright day wears on past noon ; 
The giant Sun, now high, fuU soon 
Declining seeks the western sky, 
Where fleecy clouds in glory lie ;. 
But ere he reach that sea of snows 
The rising breeze more briskly blows, 
Sweet smelling fresh of early dew. 
Begirt with clouds of darker hue 
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Coming slow from the dropping south, 
Breathing near with moistened mouth : 
Large spattering drops soon fiedl around, 
Drunk in by the ever grateful ground ; 
While bright-eyed daisies fast shut up 
Their silver lids, and every cup 
Of golden flower is cover'd close, 
That none its hidden incense lose. 

And now the sheening shower descends. 
And every herb in reverence bends 
Beneath the falling crystaUine, 
Shedding like balm its precious rain : 
On high the glorious rainbow, blushing 
With rosy faint smile first, then gushing 
In all its radiant beauty forth, 
Soaring like angel o'er heaven and earth, 
Is robed in colours primitive, 
Hues the Most High alone may give ; 
Sign of His mercy shown to man. 
When first His bow was set to span 
The clouds, to mark His gracious power 
Of love, in that great hopeful hour. 

The rain has ceased, the teeming ground 
Her choicest odours sheds around ; 
Tears of joy the trees are shedding, 
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Bathed in soft still Evening's lengthening, 
Lingering, misty-glowiiig Hght, 
Ere yet she seeks the cave of Night. 
The missel-thrush is perch'd ftdl high, 
Singing loud in the clear blue sky ; 
The blackbird too his lay most sweet 
Is whistling, from the green retreat 
Arch'd o'er with boughs, to cheer his mate 
Brooding in nest so warm and neat ; 
And all the vesper choirs arise 
Of happy birds through darkening skies ; 
The sable rooks, in order rare. 
Toward their airy roosts repair. 
Slow sailing on in winged crowds 
Through empyrean depth of clouds ; 
Silent, like passing souls, save alone 
A chiding call is heard from one 
Swift wheeling round, to those who far 
Off lingering distant still appear. 
The evening star, first winking bright, 
Now burns with pure serene soft light, 
Eecalling in silence hours past. 
Telling of glory to ever last 
"When oblivion shall be of time, and when 
All be reveal' d, above mortal ken 
Since morning stars an anthem raised. 
Or stars at eve their Maker praised. 
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Listen ! from under the alder boughs 
Where the south wind softly blowing soughs, 
Where murmuring runs the rapid stream 
In the gloom of daylight's dying gleam, 
To the fitful roar of the waterfall : 
Nought else is heard, but the curlew's call 
As high in air she wings her way 
Home, to her callow brood on the lea 
Far off, — or the whirring minstrelsy 
Of night-jar near on some lone tree. 
Yet stay ! heard' st thou that swelling wail ? 
'Tis the seraph voice of nightingale, 
Singing her hymn to the starry sky. 
Soothing her soul with melody, 
Lulling to rest her young in the bower 
Hard by, ere she cease at the midnight hour. 
Midnight ! when silent dews are shed. 
The tears of Night that Day is sped. 
Oh ! day so bright, to the young Spring given, 
A day on earth, but full of heaven. 
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Thotj Queen of Albion ! 

To thee thy people kneel : 
Not in blind reverence of thy regal throne 
And state, but by pure fervent love bow*d down 
As of one soul ; they feel 
Thou art their own 
Beloved one, 
Blessed by Heaven o'er their &ithful hearts to rule. 

Our Queen Victoria ! 

On earth, in realms above. 
That name shall in the hearts of England ever dwell, 
As of her, their Queen, who kuew her people well 
And ruled them by her love ; 
They ask no higher name, 
They seek no other fame 
In chivalry than this — they were her lieges true. 

On thee, thou gracious Queen ! 
Thy people's blessings fall ; 
For thee to Gtoi their knees they bend, 
For thee to Him their prayers ascend. 
No ill may thee befall ; 
For thee they pray. 
That thou, their stay 
And hope on earth, long spared by Heaven may be. 
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** Sleep, gentle sleep, 
Natore's soft none." — Shakspbarb. 

Paint shadow of death ! how solemn, calm 

Brooding o'er nature's soft repose, 
When evening sheds her healing balm, 

And dark-eyed night begins to close 

around. 
A cradle for the care-worn mind 

Drooping from this world's misery ; 
A spell from Lethe's fount to bind 

The sorrow-stricken heart ; — with thee 

are found. 

Brief sunset of the soul, in night 

Hiding its immortal day, 
Until again the morning light 

Returns, its ever-Hying ray 

to show. 
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Or, like the wondrous pilot-shell, 
That all day skimmeth o'er the deep 

Of ocean ; but nightly reefs her sail, 
And hides beneath the waves, to sleep 

below; 

Such is the course of human souls, 

Sailing on through life's dark sea ; 
Such is their rest, when sleep controls 

Their senses, in lone mystery 

to keep. 
Shadow of death ! how solemnly 

Hovering o'er the slumbering heart ! 
Leaving the soul in vision free, 

Enchaining but the mortal part, 

Oh sleep ! 
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Immobtal youth ! of heavenly birth, 

Coeval with the earliest dawn 
Of human bliss, where'er on earth 

Fair virtue leads the smiling mom. 
Thrice blessed power of all in song 

Or story embalmed, in bright attire 
Arrayed, girt by a youthful throng. 
And bearing aloft thy torch of purest fire. 

Before thee, see a sacred band 
Of grey-hair'd men of aspect sage. 

And ancient matrons, hand in hand 

Walking, together link'd, through every age ; 

On either side a stately crowd 
Of beauty, crown' d with fiEorest flowers. 

Their heads in lowly reverence bow'd, 
Surround thee through the happy lengthening hours ; 
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While, following thy steps are led 

The good and great ; still, round thee bend 

The fair and wise ; stilly on thy head 
The honours of thy sacred state descend ; 

And in thy ever increasing train 

Troops of young children round thee play, 

Chanting the never-ending strain 
Of sweet lisping innocent infancy. 

Above thee, winged angels fly 
To ope the portals of thy fane ; 

There, resting by thine altar nigh, 
A glorious and white-robed train. 

They witness all the sacred rite. 
And by thy holy altar stay 

Awhile ; then, rising wing their flight. 
Leading to thy blest bowers the peaceful way. 

Lead on, O Hymen ! let Cupid own 
Thy power, in silken fetters bound 

Before thine altar, and stooping down 
A willing captive oft be found ; 

Even he will own their burden light ; 
And when again his bow he bends, ' 

The victims of its arrows* flight 
As joyful suppliants to thy temple sends. 



22 



Suggested by a Fragment of Sappho. 

Thbice happy he, who, in the shade 
Of bower by loveliest roses made, 
And in the daylight of thy smile 
Blissful lingering, yet awhile 
Dost sit by thee. 

Soft airs sigh around thee, as with love. 
And o'er thy neck and bosom rove, 
Lifting the locks of shining hair 
Adorning thee ; and thou art &ir 
AlS thou art good. 

The snow-bright clouds that wing their way 
On high, slow passing, seem to stay 
Their silent course while shadowing thee, 
And lovingly, [ere on they flee,] 
O'er thee to crowd. 
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The timid song-bird fluttering near, 
Though erst so prone to doubt and fear, 
Seeing thee, folds his gentle wing, 
And carols forth his lay of Spring 
Loud, clear, and free. 

The modest lilies at thy feet 
Offer to thee their incense sweet ; 
The honeysuckle clinging nigh, 
And woodbine, turn to meet thine eye. 
And smile on thee. 

Ere long, thine accents soft, and slow 
Uttered in voice so clear yet low. 
Into his heart have borne their way. 
Flowing through in all their sway 
Of harmony. 

Perchance the language of thine eyes 
Has told him more than yet may rise 
Erom heart to lips ; that he may know. 
In part, of all thy tenderness, and glow 
With aJl thy love. 

And now, thine hand on his is laid, 
And thou art his for ever, made 
By murmur'd words, and holy spell 
Sealed on thy lips, ere yet they fell 
Thy truth to prove. 
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Oh ! that our dreams of fleeting imagery 

Were awhile real ! 
Oh ! that our souls in that clouded phantom-land 

Might sometime dwell, 
Eoaming in spirit, shadowless, with those long loved 

On earth too well ; 

More blissful than through fabled Eljsian fields ; 

In times of old 
The theme of high-gifted heathen poetic bards, 

Whose numbers told 
Of love and hate long dead, and records of life 

Long past unroll' d ; 

Who beheld in vision great heroic souls, 

In seeming guise 
Of all their earthly might, and armed panoply. 

With glittering eyes 
And angry-frowning brows, gloomy, defiant, 

Again arise; 

Or the too loving, moumM, injured AMc queen 

Beheld again 
Majestic in her grief and beauty, but renew'd 

Her rankling pain 
Of love despised ^, and her ancient agony 

Of passion vain. 

* " Spretae-que injuria fonnae." 
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To them, their passage o'er the dark Stygian stream 

Peign'd no release 
Erom mortal coil ; the golden meads of asphodel 

Breathed no real peace ; 
Nor from pursuit of vain shadows, as of old, 

Seem they to cease : 

For her, a full cup from Lethe might have smoothed 

Her troubled brow. 
That all the barren bliss of deep obliyion 

She thence might know, 
And weep no more in shadowy semblance sad 

Of old sorrow. 

To me, that draught of dreary forgetfulness 

Be ne'er given ; 
But let me still wander in my dreams with those 

Who, though unseen 
Yet how loved I or long wept now with angels' joy 

In high heaven : 

So that our souls' calm converse, ofb renewed, 

Be all of love — 
All else forgotten ; so in sweet sympathy 

We seem to rove 
In the immortal spirit's freedom, evermore. 

Through realms above. 
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<9 tut i^ttmi ot l^eaben* 

Oh ! ye stars of heaven, on high appearing, 
Each one in glory, serene, pure shining 

Through the deep, fathomless, illimitable space : 
Te were of the primest works at creation's dawn. 
And &om the beginning, when earth first knew the 
form 

Of man, throughout ages beheld by all his race. 

The light of your clear rays like gems in Eden shone 
Eeflected there in dewdrops, when first man alone 

Nightly slept in peace, to sin unknown, and care : 
Brewhfle, Eve awoke in the watches of the night, 
"When the stars of heaven first met her wondering 
sight. 
Her own starlike eyes in their pure light glistening 
there. 

Ye shed upon the earth your solemn silent gleam 
Mysterious, like remembered gaze of spirits in a dream. 
Filling the soul with dread, as of that which once 
hath been : 
Afar, to human sight immeasurably far appearing, 
To the soul inspiring now love intense, now fearing 
Awe of mighty orbs rolling on, ruled by power 
unseen. 
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To the shepherd on lone mountain side, watching the 

dark midnight, 
Tour bright beams bring holjthoughtsof heavenljmight 
To his sold, and peaceful calm, as he feels alone with 

Ood: 
The shipman, as he ploughs his way through the great 

watery deep, 
By the stars in their courses, of times and seasons 

keeps 
His faithful reckoning, musing in thoughtful mood. 

Through night your myriad eyes appear, ever glaring 
O'er the great city wrapt in sleep, lit with pale flaring 

Lamps of art-created, and soon bedimming flame; 
Like angel eyes which never sleep, ye glittering show 
In the great dome of heaven above, to earth below. 

Divinely, spiritually bright, for ever still the same. 

Yet not for ever ; man's immortal mind with power 
Shall your eflulgence pure outlive, in that dread hour 

When from your mighty spheres ye shall all fall 
away. 
In everlasting night for ever quenched, and hidden 
Through the great future ; when righteous souls of men 

Shall for ever shine, through heaven's eternal day. 
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Henry Fleming, a.d. 1535, a friar, forsook his habit and ordor, 
and married a wife : being offered life if he would confess his wife 
to be but a concubine, refused ; and was burnt at Toumay. 

A MAK noble and brave, faithful to truth and love ; 
Stedfast his soul to save, trusting in Qod above. 
No abject fear of death could move his soul to swerve 
From his once plighted troth, or his great mind 

unnerve ; 
No love of life prevailed to sully her fair fame, 
No dread of death availed to cloud his own good name. 
His cowl he from him cast, his habit foul forsook. 
His faith he held right fast, and suffering patient took ; 
The proffered pardon spumed, the dastard grace 

refused. 
To torment calmly turned, and cruel monks confused. 
For him the fiery flame no terror had, nor fear, 
He loved His Saviour's Name, and found His comfort 

near; 
He knew His promise sure, to be with him e'en there 
Passing through the fire. His cross content to bear. 
He loved her whom he knew virtuous, leal, and good. 
He scorned to speak untrue, willing to shed his blood. 
Perchance a bitter tear, for her sake, from him fell. 
But never once a fear, for her he loved so well. 
Oh, constancy of love ! oh, power of faith divine ! 
Together both above in the angelic host now shine. 
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TO THE STTITE&IirO^ MABTTB. 
From an nnpablished Poem. 

All thj sorrows are no more, 
All thy earthly cares are o'er, 
Thou hast been fhithful unto deot^, 
Thou hast magnified with latest breath 
Thy Lord and Saviour. Spirit, come ! 
Oh ! come away. 

In all thy toil and weariness, 
In all thy trouble and distress. 
Thou hast been oyer faithful found. 
Thou hast conquered, compassed round 
By angels watching. Spirit, come ! 
Oh ! come away. 
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Eear not the wrath of man, nor cry, 
Eear not the sting of death, the joy 
Of heaven awaits thee evermore ; 
Of hieaven, see the uplifted door 
Of glory open. Spirit, come ! 
Oh ! come away. 

Eear not the fierce flame blazing high, 
Eear not thou, thy Lord is nigh ! 
Hear thou, hear in the roaring fire, 
Hear the sweet voice, rising higher. 
Of thy Saviour. Spirit, come ! 
Oh ! come away. 

Bejoice, rejoice, Oh ! faithful soul 
Bejoice, thy feet have reach'd the goal ; 
Thy soul is ripe for glory ; come ! 
Thy spirit now is free ; Oh ! come. 
Mount up on high ! Spirit, come 
In peace away ! 

Bejoice, all holy angels nigh ! 
Bejoice, ye seraphim on high ! 
Another soul is won for heaven. 
Another spirit now is given 
To us in glory. Spirit, come 
With ufi away ! 



31 



A SONG. 
" Suffer litUe children to oome unto Me." 

EiTLL many a one has Badlj sung 

Of the days when they were young ; 
But I will sing in the evening 

Time of my age impending. 
I love to meet where the young are set 

In a cheerful smiling row, 
I love to see their happy glee, 

And their ruddy faces glow. 
I love the sound of their joyous round 

In voices singing nigh, 
To watch awhile their ready smile, 

And their laughing revehy. 
I linger where the young are near. 

To see their innocent cheer ; 
I wander away with a heart more gay ; 

To me their prattle is dear. 
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If: 1^^^^^^ is f ^ ^ *^*® ^'"^ Musie." 

S*** «t»d r ^""^ *ie s^ '^^P^tion ? Like the wind 

T ^ *o ii« *^ ^* hi^f ?' '"^^ S«^% «*^'°S 
tS ^^^Pi^ **"^ 'feen r^^ o'er aU his mind ; 

^'*^ «C> *«^ *o fT "^ -mysterious power 

^^- ^**®P«^rf ^ «^eet shower; 

S7r* ''^ *fie o ^"^ Wisdom from above. 



^^ iast '^^ Tre ^^""^^ x-efresh'd shall b 

^~*-^ ilia minstrelsy. 
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For then, once more as in days of yore, 

I live in my childhood free ; 
Again, a dream appears to gleam 

Of forms I no more may see. 
On me a child, my mother smiled 

And breathed her love in my soul ; 
So now, though old my heart is not cold. 

But loving and pitiful. 
Oh ! round that hearth where children's mirth 

Is heard, are blessings faUing ; 
That man is best, who ever blest 

May hear his children calling. 
The Master said, when mothers laid 

Their babes at His blessed feet, 
" Bring unto me young children free, 

" To forbid them is not meet." 
Example blest ! His own behest ! 

In heaven are seen to shine 
Their angels, aye eternally ; 

Almost, childhood is divine. 
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« Me vero primum dulces ante omnia Musae.'' 

Whence is the poet^s inspiration ? Like the ^ind 
It bloweth firom the south, now gently stealing 
Soft and low, faint breathing o'er all his mind ; 
Now to his sold deep harmonies revealing 
In sweeping gusts, and tones of mysterious power 
Melting all his heart to tenderness, and love. 
With many tears in passionate sweet shower ; 
Now shedding the pure dews of wisdom from above. 

Ariseth on the ocean of his thoughts a cloud, 

In the western sky 1 that some time seemeth still 

A Uttle cloud, a slow-rising summer cloud ; 

PuU soon the heaven of his mind that cloud shall fill. 

With solemn gloom increasing, and grand darkness, 

wrought 
By swift hurrying winds ; full soon refreshed shall be 
His soul's barrenness, and weary parching drought ; 
Let him there hasten the chariot of his minstrelsy. 



u 



Lo ! rising beauteous, in the east is bom a star, 
Smiling serene in the blue sky of its birth, 
Shedding sweet influence i leading his soul a&r 
To ndiaEit risians of orient scenes on earth : 
Oh ! fair are then the images of fancy's train^ 
The stately forms of beauty bright^ that seem to rove 
In cedar shades, or thioagh sunlit smiling plains, 
Or by crystal finmtSy with speaking looks of love. 

Bringeth then nought from his misty caves the north P 
The fierce mighty north, with his rude idols grand, 
And grim sea-kings in all their old glory, forth 
Hasting to the fight from their tall ships o'er the strand: 
Oh ! sing we of his dark-waving woods of pine, 
By the roaring bass of their rivers' rushing fell ; 
Or where by mystic-changing lights that dance and shine 
He sleepeth, in cold trance, beneath his snowy pall. 

In high heaven, on earth below, and all around 
The wide-spreading waste of waters, in azure sky 
And seasons' change, is the poet's music found. 
And the many-sounding strings of his melody : 
Man too, his mighty acts, his pride, his hopes, his fears, 
His glory, and his shame, his virtues, passions dire. 
His vanity, his joys, his griefs with many tears ; 
And brief life, last fate ; rouse the chords of the 
sweeping lyre. 
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Albeit, in the deepest cayes of eternal thought 

Pull of old wrecks of time, where dwells dark brooding 

night; 
Where secret spells of imagery rude, unwrought 
By meditation, lie enthralled and hid firom light ; 
There let the inspired descend fearless ; there to find 
Precious things of truth, which seers have burned to 

know; 
Illumined by the lamp of science, let him bind 
His brows with gems of purer ray than earth can show. 



Paib lady ! you ask me to write impromptu, 
Fain would I obey ; and while gazing on you. 
By the light of those eyes 
Inspired I seem ; 
But when &om their radiance I turn to this page 
To record, ah I I cannot ; it seems a long age 
Ere again I return, 
To bask in their beam. 
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l^tttnan Wltth 

** Quae mentem insanift matat ? " 

Lone spirit, wayward, restless one ! 
This frail weak, tenement of clay 
In-dwelling ; where, as on thy throne. 
Thou wouldest bear entire sway. 

Why wilt thou struggle ? ceaselessly 
Aspiring thy power alone to show, 
Striving for all the mastery 
O'er thy yoke-feUow in toil and woe. 

Thou art not guardian of my life, 
Eruler, or guide of all my mind ; 
Why then ever so prone to strife P 
Would'st thou my soul in fetters bind ? 

I fear thee, dark mysterious one, 
When veiling thee as in a cloud. 
Wild changing thoughts still driving on 
In dreary gloom my soul enshroud. 
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Again I fear, fSalse spirit ! now 
When all seems orient bright and fair ; 
AVlien gracious and all accordant thou, 
I know that dangers linger near. 

Could I but trust thee, faithless Eld ! 
How truly might we dwell in peace 
And truthful love, together held 
By Hope and Faith, with glad increase. 

AVTiy like the clanging sea-bird rove P 
Ever hovering o'er the stormy waves 
Of this world, in the misty clouds above, 
Or stalking the sands its dark sea laves. 

Now, resting thee on broken wrecks. 
Floating memorials of human loss ; 
Now, tearing the sickening spoil which decks 
Its biUows, as to and fra they toss. 

Oh ! fold thy weary wings, thy flight 
Give o'er, and seek the eternal rest. 
The Bock of ages, glorious in the light 
Of heaven's own sunbeams ever blest. 
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ILit ^Mnt intintntt. 

HEAVEiTLT harbinger of love, and joy, 
And happiness serene ! breathing of peace 

Into my inmost heart ; let no sad annoy 
Of fleeting sorrow, nor the fast increase 

Of time-bom troubles, scare thee from my soul, 
Which panteth ever &om thy hand to take 

The cup of inspiration, brimming full 

With rainbow radiance ; wherewith to slake 

Its thirst for thought, and imagery bright, 

Drawn from the depths of the eternal light. 

stay thou awhile thy angel bourse ! — 1 know 
That sudden and rase, alas ! thy visitings are. 

Though ever presaged by the rapid flow 

Of thoughts too deep for human utterance clear ;- 

1 will not let thee go, until thou hast told 
Some words divine of blessing, of sure stay 

To speed my soul on through the rough and cold 

Way forward, desert lying, that in the day 
Of trial approaching, or of doubt or fear, 
I may be stronger, now I have seen Thee near. 
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Cjbe Virgin tivltf €b(Oi. 

AN OBIGOAL PIOTTTBE BT GIAN. BELLINI. 

** By Thy anknown sufferings, O Christ ! 
Have mercy upon us/' 

Greek Liturgy. 

O BEAUTEOUS image of the woman &ir. 

The virgin pure, the mother blest 
Above women ! O heavenly pair ! — 

The mother, and the Son caressed 
By those h^ light round spreading hands. 

How deep her love, and His ! — expressed 
By her soft folding and her gentle grasp 

Of the Divine InfiEint's waist and bands ; 
By His fond tender fingers* bend, and clasp 

Of her sweet bosom's swelling vest ; His head 
On her soft shoulder leaning as in love ; 

And form redining on the purple spread 
Of the deep mantle, overshadowing above. 

And downward flowing fix)m her glorious head. 
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Yet mark how her pure angelic soiil 

Dwells in those meek and dove-like eyes V 
The heavenly mind, serene, and still so full 

Of the Divine holy influence, seems to rise, 
In meditation wrapt, and prayer, and praise, 

" My soul doth magnify the Lord" — 
Yet more ! The holy Child's sad, earnest gaze. 

Prophetic of His future woes ; 
That noble face Divine, thoughtful and wan, 

Full of grace and dignity, — ^foreshows 
The G-od-like future of the suffering man. 

Appearing in every line ; and e'en the token 
Of healing finger laid upon the lips, 

Which spake as never man had spoken, 
From which the solemn words should come 

Of life and glory, and of sin and. doom ! 
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®n a ^Utuvt ct Ht Virgin, 

KKEELIKG BE70BE THE INPANT CHBIST, 
INFANT ANGELS WOBSHIPPING. 

Lo ! the mother meekly bending 

0*er her sacred infant Son, 
Angels by his couch attending, 

Infant angels every one : 
She with joy her Lord still praising, 

Her heart in holy vision lapt ; 
They with heavenly wonder gazing, 

And in angelic worship rapt. 

I8 She thiiJdng of HiB gloiy 

In heaven ? — ^her Lord, the enthroned One ; 
Or of the dread prophetic story 

Of His sufferings P — ^Bedeemer lone ; 
Son of God, on earth rejected ; 

Man of sorrows, with grief acquaint ; 
Son of Man, by sin dejected ; 

Worn and weary, with labour fisunt. 

She kneels before Him ; — Slowly, mild 
Sweet Virgin mother, ever blest ! — 

He now to her the one loved child, 
Hereafter her eternal rest. 
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THE ArFECTING SUBJECT OF A WELL-KNOWN PBIKT. 

No more, mute mourner o'er thy master dead, 
Thj faithM steps attend his walks beside, 

(Eesting on his bier thy drooping head,) 
Nor homeward follow him at eventide. 

No more, when brooding night her shades enfold 
O'er darkening glens, shall thy form repose 

By those beloved feet which now, still and cold. 
That last earthly tenement enclose. 

Never more shalt thou watch on mountain rock 
With him, to see the first fiunt streaks of dawn 

Brighten through reddening skies ; nor fleecy flock 
Chase at his bidding, in the dewy mom ; 

Nor at noontide, on the green spreading sward, 
Wistful wait for broken fragments scant 

Of frugal fare, thy ever sure reward 
From him who never suffered thee to want. 
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Thy cheerful bark he never more may hear, 
Thy bounding joy he no more will see ; 

He sleeps the last deep slumber ; — ^by his bier 
His chief mourner thou, in dumb agony 

Of grief: ah ! mute watcher, thy speaking look 
How eloquent of all thy instinct woe ! 

Ah ! may I, when laid id. some churchyard nook, 
Be moum'd by one loving-faithful even as thou ! 



f[it JaCber €tiht 

KEAB HEN-LLAN BBIDGE, CABMABTHElfSHIBE. 

« Flumina amem sylvasqae inglorius. O ! abi campi ! '* 

Hebe wiU I stay my course, and muse awhile 
Through the long hours of a calm summer day ; 
Here shall the ever-changing wreathed smile 
Of sunbeams quivering around me; play, 
Beneath the dreamy shade of leafy boughs 
That hang, O Teivi ! o'er thy amber stream. 
Swift flowing, dark and clear ; 
Or falling with melodious murmurings below 
In foaming splendour, and many a bright gleam 
Of crystal radiance sparkling here and there. 
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Me let the murmur of thy waters lull 

To contemplation ; not in vacant mood 

Of idle fantasy, but ever fiill 

Of teeming thought on sweeping, like thy flood, 

Through hidden depths and currents of my soul ; 
Now coursing rapidly, now gliding deep and still, 
But ever pure and bright : 

So may the torrent of imagination roll 

Onward in light, and wild fancy at sweet will 
"Wing on unstayed, like arrow in its flight, 

I marvel, does thy stream like that appear 
Which, shining, ran by Eden's sacred mount 
Its winding way, in pristine glory clear 
Of purest water, fresh from the great fount 
Of Grod's creation, when the dewy mom 
Arose of the first heavenly blooming spring 
In Paradise, erewhile 
Disparted were its waters P — ^are thy flowers bom 
So fair, as Eden's ? — o'er thy margin bending 
Down their sweet heads to greet thee with a smile. 

Almost a hermit life could I evoke. 
Might I but dwell here all the summer tide 
Beneath the umbrageous roof of these old oaks. 
That stretch their wide arms forth &om thy river side 
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Lovingly ; and, embracing round thee throng, 
Low stooping down to kiss thy Hquid fwse, 
Passing beauteous between 

The solemn silent groves, which far along 
Thy rocky banks thick crowd in endless grace 
Of sylvan loveliness, and verdant sheen. 

Then, when old Winter came rude sweeping by. 
My tears should mingle with the falling leaves 
Shed on thy swelling bosom ; and in the high 
Overhanging cMs, haunting old Druid caves, 
I*d dwell with Hope, 'till the soft breath of Spring 
Benew in life and fragrance all thy flowers ; 
And through thy glades again. 
The voice of laughing woodpecker loud ring ; 
And plaintive dove, amid thy firesh green bowers, 
TeU of her love and tender-longing pain. 

Thus, while on earth my pilgrim way I wend. 
Oft sorrowing o'er scenes of grief and sin, 
Sometime toward thy margin may I bend 
My steps, far, far away from the loud din 
Of this world's misery, and its weary round, 
From year to year, of vanity and pride 
Which, alas ! never cease ; 
Here, even thy moss-clad stones, with every sound 
And soft low babble of thy gurgling tide. 
Shall whisper to my soul of love and peace. 
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" Felix qui 

metos omnes, et inexorabUe Fatum 

Subjecit pedibus, strepitumque Acherontis avaii." 

Georoicon, lib. ii. 

A MYSTEBT of fathomless, dark, perplexing dread. 
Whose working might on earth no mortal maj 

control, 
Where'er its keen, resistless arrow once hath sped ; 
Mute messenger of final doom to each fleeting soul ; 

Is Death. 

Angel of everlasting fate ; to every son of man 
AVliose trausitory course is run, whose short day is 

gone. 
Whose long night is come, whose brief earthly span 
Is all measured, hence hasting to depart alone, 

Through Death. 

To aU, solemn minister in their farewell to care ; 
Bringing to the sick relief, to the weary rest ; 
Bearing to meek mourners hope, to evil men despair ; 
To all true faithful martyrs a crown of glory blest, 

In Death. 
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Pale summoner of souls, with unanswerable power, 
To the great Judgment, deaf to all appeal of grief; 
No blind sympathy of tears may move thee in that 

hour ; 
Of the dread unseen hereafter sudden herald brief 

Thou ! Death. 

Great harvester through ages of all of woman bom, 
Pilling every hour thy arms with thick sheaves, bound 

up fast. 
Of souls : Thou too, shalt low be laid then, when all is 

done 
On earth of Heaven's will, — aye ! thou, even thou, at 

last 

Oh! Death! 
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A DIBGE OF THE SEA. 
" O nimium codo et pelago oonfiae sereno." — .£neido8, lib. v. 

Heabd ye the shout of old Ocean resounding, 
And his echoing thunder £rom worn cliffs rebounding ? 
AVliere he lashes his wild-tossing billows, that roar 
In loud deep-voiced wrath by the storm-vexed shore. 

Saw ye the flash of the lightning descending, 
The mast of the labouring vessel quick rending ? 
Saw ye the anguish of men P that still strove, 
Though death on them glared firom beneath and above. 

Heard ye the scream of the wild sea-mew shrieking 
O'er the wreck of the lost ? still ravening, keen seeking 
Her prey ; where the foundering ship hath gone down 
To the dark sea-caves, where her spoils are all strown. 

Saw ye not there the billows still yawning 
And bursting with Airy, all the night P until morning 
Awoke, when the gloom of the tempest had past. 
And the sea to the sands the dead had forth cast. 
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Heard je the voice of the widow bewailing, 
And the cry of the orphan? their sad hearts all Ruling 
With grief, when the tidings of sorrow were borne 
To his home, where they look'd for the Pilot's return. 

Saw ye their tears P that bitterly flowing 
Are silently wearing pale cheeks that were glowing 
With health, and with love, when he last left that home ; 
Where since, stem cold desolation hath come. 

Hear now ! the low voice of old Ocean resounding. 
Peacefully rolling his calm tide rebounding 
With foam-crisping fall ; as if he might know 
Of all their sad sorrow, and pity would show : 

Hear the sweet soothing song of his green waves 

lamenting, 
Hear the dirge of the billows in dull grief relenting ; 
See the lone widow, thinking of him now no more ; 
And her orphan ones playing with shells ; by that shore. 



B 
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(fTalttmits. 

From an unpublished Poem. 
** Fama malum^ quo non aliad veiocius ullum/' 

Foul Calunmy ! foulest of the spawn of hell 
Cast forth and hatch'd on earth ; its venom spread 
Amongst men to work, breeding all pestilent froth 
And scum of evil words, and slandering speech ; 
Poisoning peace and joy, and love divine ; 
Fruitful alone of discord, breaches of truth, 
And false surmisings 'mongst brethren and friends. 
Ever so the slanderer, guilty son of doubt, 
For coveting or lust, his evil>speaking tongue 
In secret coward wagged, and care had none, 
Nor yet desire of good or righteous act ; 
Casting on worthy Mth of truthful men 
A sickly shade of falsehood's lingering clouds. 
And poisonous clinging weeds of slander vile : 
His constant aim his own wicked thoughts to hide 
'Neath a fisdr-seeming fraudful show of speech, 
And make the deeds of just and honoured men, 
By means of oft-repeated villanous words, 
Like his own selfish cunning to appear. 
Alas ! deceived soul and self-betray'd, to woe 
Everlasting weigh'd down by load of lies : 
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Such Satan, arch-enemy of God and man, 

Father of lies, accuser false, accurst. 

With dark and dread mysterious scomfiil joy 

Contemplates ever ; well content to see 

Men for him labouring, the growth of tares 

To sow, with increase, until the Eternal wrath 

Of their fierce burning, in that dreadful day 

When secret thoughts, and words of human speech 

Shall be made known, and manifest appear ; 

And evn-slandering malignant men 

Be then condemned to shame, for evermore. 



€bi^ VRovXif. 

IMITATION 07 HEBBEBT. 

This world is but a gilded cage. 
Wherein confined a little age 
Birds of human feather sing. 
Or flutter round on restless wing, 

then droop and die ; 

Unhappy these ; beating without cease 
Their wings against the bars, release 
From thraldom seeking, still deceiving 
With vain hope themselves, and leaving 

all present joy. 
s 2 
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Some on their feathers all their care 
Bestow, dreaming that plumage rare 
Is honour, and bliss ; the moult alas ! 
Of age comes on them, and they pass 

naked away. 

All more or less on food intent 
Too anxiously ; while most are bent 
On love, or pleasure beyond bounds 
Of reason, running the old rounds 

of vanity. 

A few to heaven their grateful song 
Eaise ever, these to heaven belong ; 
Por, though on turf now rest their feet. 
Their praisefiil hearts shall make them meet 

for Paradise ; 

These only wise ; (those soon shall pass 
Away, like flowers in summer grass, 
Blooming awhile in all their prime. 
Then cut down by the scythe of time 

relentlessly) ; 

These alone wise ; their plumes shall fall, 
Death their frail forms shall enthrall 
A little while ; but yet in vain I 
Their spirits shall rejoice again 

eternally. 
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9 i^otii o( ma %iU. 

This life is all made up of comiiig and going, 
Of liking and loving, of wedding and wooing, 
Of buying and selling, of talking and doing. 

This world is so busy in eating and drinking. 
In singing or sighing, in sleeping or winking. 
There is scarce any time left in it for thinking. 

This life is aU chequered with laughing and crying, 
With preaching and scorning, with gossip and lying, 
Beginning with living, it ends but with dying. 

It tells of the old, and it talks of the new. 

Its tales are oft Mse, though sometimes but too true, 

Where the many are rogues, and the honest but few. 

Its promises fair but lead to deceiving, 

Its pleasures too oft to sinning and grieving, 

There is vnsdom in doubting, but less in believing. 

Its riches are flying, its honours are fleeting, 
Its praises are worthless, and hollow its greeting 
Of sorrow in parting, or joy at a meeting. 

Vanity, vanity, all is but vanity ; 
Nothing so siu^ as its utter inanity ; 
This life is so vain, and full of insanity. 
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** Nunquam minus solos quam cum solus. * 

Mt spirit dwells alone, 
Yet not in sadness ever ; 
My soul may often groan, 
But in dark despair never. 

My voice may not be heard, 

Though mine heart is breaking with grief. 

Tet is not mine eye bleared 

With vain tears, seeking relief. 

I know I must endure 
Awhile some sorrow, and pain ; - 
Yet know I too full sure, 
I may joy to-morrow again. 

Why should I faint, or sigh. 
To live some time lonely in heart : 
When my last hour draws nigh. 
Alone ^ I must die, apart. 

On earth, bliss is fleeting, 
Paith, and hope, and love never : 
In Heaven, angels greeting 
Will give sweet peace, for ever. 

1 « Je mouirai senl.'' — Pascal. 
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9 ^t» ^oni. 

The mom is bright sluning, 
The fields ore smiling fair ; 
The balmj breath of spring 
Is stealing through the air : 
My soldier love is dead — 
Laid upon his bier ! 

The church bells are ringing, 
The rooks caw in the trees ; 
The sweet birds are singing, 
The herds low o'er the leas : 
But he ! no more may hear 
The sighing of the breeze, 

Nor hail the morning light, 
Not bless the dewy eve ; 
Nor from the flowers bright 
Their incense sweet receive : 
Ah no ! for he is dead — 

And I ! am left to grieve. 

No more, so proud and gay 
Shall his steed that rider bear, 
Clad in the bright array 
And panoply of war ; 

Ah no ! he silent rests 

In peace, upon his bier. 
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The death march soon shall sound, 
The muffled drum shall roll ; 
His horse shall pace the ground 
Behind ; the bell shall toll : 

Ah me ! would I might sleep 

With him, beneath that knoll. 

O'er him shall prayer be said, 
For him shall toU that bell ; 
The turf be on him laid — 
" Earth to earth," his parting knell. 
And the loud roUiag fire 
Be his last sad farewell. 
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Whbbb is the man that would banish away 
The wandering minstrel of simple strains P 
Though his music be old, like his tatter' d cap, 
Or his ragged coat wet with the winter rains. 

He hath come from afar, from a sunny clime, 
From his distant vine-clad mountain home. 
From the land of the olive, where orange trees bloom, 
From a land where the wolf and the wild goats roam. 

His dark tangled locks of flowing hair 
Fall long, and lank, o'er his dark-flashing eye. 
And at night, when he sleeps on his couch of straw, 
He dreams of his home in fair Italy. 

Oh speak not a word of unkindness hard ; 
Drive not the poor stranger away from your door ; 
Let him go with a blessing of peace on your head ; 
Spare him a mite from your plentiful store. 

At the sound of the old barrel-organ tune 

See the child dance with joy, the babe crow with glee ; 

It hath charms for the poor, and the humble makes 

glad, 
Though old songs be the theme of his minstrelsy. 
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See the smile which he bends on their innocent mirth. 
And the wistful gaze of his eloquent eye ; 
As he thinks of the fair spreading land of his birth, 
And the scenes of his own early infancy *, 

Of his own little brother and sister at play 
There, in the shade of some broad chestnut tree, 
By the lake bright in gHttering sunbeams* ray ; 
Of his dear native mountaias he ne'er more may see ; 

Of the face of his mother, so dark and sweet ; 
And her last glowing look on her sunburnt son, 
When he left her poor cottage : — ^then up the street 
Sorrowing in silence he trudges on. 

Oh is there a heart so hard and so bad 

That can deem the poor wanderer a worthless one ? 

Of kindness unworthy because he is sad. 

And prays for an alms in pitiful tone ? 

His heart is as warm, his affection as deep 
As those of the proud ones who scorn his poor lay ; 
Too often with want and with cold he may weep ; 
Oh drive him not hungry and needing away ! 
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£8ttient o( tit iBnttnH (KirX. 

Oh, parent earth ! take back thy child 
Bow'd low on thy lap with sorrow, 
Want-stricken, weary-wandering, wild, 
I reck not, deem not of to-morrow : 
G-rant me but a quiet deep grave, 
Gold it may be, but not so chill 
As this hard world wherein I now have 
No rest, but only pain and ill. 

Father knew I never, brother 
Nor sister kind, and long ago, 
While yet a child I lost my mother, 
Dying herself worn out with woe : 
Often, alas ! I call to mind 
Her last look so deep despairing, 
Eiz'd on me ; she was ever kind 
To me, herself never sparing. 
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Daily with shame I beg my bread 
Or worse, in evil ways I live ; 
Ah me ! where may I hide my head 
But there ! give me a tomb, oh ! give 
Me, kind earth, a last restiQg-place, 
Where I may lay my aching frame. 
Where the green turf may hide my face. 
And I be safe from sin and shame. 

I hear them jest of heaven above, 
I hear them swearing of deep hell ; 
But is there any me to love 
In either place ? I cannot tell. 
Where is my poor sad mother gone ? 
For there alone I fain would be, 
With her again I should not grieve, 
Her love would make a heaven for me. 

I hear them tell of God on high, 
Great Judge of all, and thence my fears : 
I sometimes think of Him as nigh 
Me, will He not then see my tears ? 
Will He not know of all my grief? 
Some say He is a God of love ; 
Oh ! then will He not send relief, 
Or call me to Himself above P 
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I know not, — would that I could learn 
The way to beg or win His love, 
For then I should no longer yearn 
For death, but rather seek above 
To fly to Him, and see His face, 
^d pray to Him to help and save, 
And seek forgiveness from His grace, 
Nor fear nor yet desire the grave. 



I GO from the fields where my forefathers dwelt, 
The place of my childhood shall know me no more. 
Nor the grey village church where my loved parents 

knelt 
At the font, when the sign of my faith I first bore. 

Never more shaU I pray in that old solemn fane. 
Nor the voice of our aged grey-haired pastor may hear. 
Nor his blessing receive, which fell like a strain 
Of divine calm peace on the well-pleased ear. 

When the Sabbath mom breaks on a far distant shore, 
No cheerfill sweet chimes shall resound in mine ear 
With their tones' swell and fall, of wonderful power 
To wake up thoughts of love, and Qod*s holy fear. 
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Ah ! the greeting of friends when the Berviee was o'er, 
And the lingering walk home thro' £ur fields of com 
With those that we loved, (as again never more 
We shall love upon earth) in onr life's early mom. 

Oh ! beware, thou faint heart, of sad musings like these ; 
Such weakness becomes thee not, in this thine hour 
Of trial ; go thou forth with a mind all at peace. 
Though forebodings of sorrow may sometimes lower. 

This fair teeming earth, and its loved pleasant homes, 
Are only the place of thy sojourning here 
Below ; the true pilgrim of heaven here roams, 
Passing steadfastly onwards in hope mix'd with fear* 

Thy great mission the uttermost parts of the earth 
Is to fill, with the weal of thy old English home. 
Of thy Church, and its pastor ; with the blest birth 
Of sons and of daughters, when there thou shalt come. 

Then gird up thy loins, and strengthen thine heart ; 
Thou art one highly favoured by sacred command, 
To go forth and subdue the earth ; do thou thy part, 
Bise up, and go out to possess that fair land ! 
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« What a preciouB, giorioos object is a ]MDg thing ! how wonder- 
ftiUy adapted to its state of existence I how true, how real I ** 

GOETHB. 

A SFiBiTVAL essence of sole Divine Power, 
For all good or ill, is Life ; whereof the source 
Linked with frail matter, for a little hour 
Of feUowhood, till severed bj that great force 
Which first bound them, and only can unbind ; 
Deep hidden far, far beyond the ken of man 
Ts the everlasting spring of mortal mind ; 
Gushing awhile on earth below, a little span, 
Passing away to darkness, doomed ere it began. 
Oh ! precious in the sight of the great Lord of all 
Are his life-endowed ones ; for so it may beseem 
His will, that none without his knowledge fall ; 
Then, precious in our eyes be all his works that teem 
On earth, and in wide ocean, or through vital air : 
He gave them all their life from the first breath they 

drew, 
He holds them in his hand, his praises to declare ; 
He taketh it away — He only can renew. 
A solemn thing is life, a sacred breath divine 
Inspired for high and holy purposes of love ;*" 
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The stars in the firmament ever seem to shine 
"With living splendour of eternal light above : 
So, let our lamp of life in this world alway glow 
"With the never-dying flame of its heavenly fire ; 
So, its glory original be never dimmed below 
By man, until at the sacred will it again expire. 



** Gk>d is a Spirit of Truth ; and in the reahn of truth, there- 
fore, the Divine order, and the law of wisdom which reigns therein, 
shines forth with an especial clearness. • . . An intellectual conflict 
about truth, and indeed about Divine truth, is the struggle of our 

age." — SCHLKGEL. 

Immobtal Truth 1 pure emanation bright 
Of the one true God, from his throne in heaven : 
Essence of all good ! that dwelleth in the Hght, 
To darkness never known, to the righteous given. 

Spirit of wisdom, virtue, order, power ; 
Eount of Eternal life's everlasting stream ; 
Thee only the firm stay of man in his hour 
Of tenfptation, trial, grief, the righteous deem. 
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Yoice of the Eternal ; his blest image plain 
On earth, though erring man to idols bow : 
In Heaven, the one language of angels, and there 
With meek mercj joined its love on earth to show. 

Mirror of divine knowledge, bestowed from above ; 
Sanctifier of souls, though steeped in sin below 
Long grovelling in the dust ; to peace and love 
Up-raising them from want, from misery, and woe. 

Ever be thou my staff, my stay, my sole sure guide 
Through this life's devious paths, nor ever cease 
To illumine my lone steps, walking thee beside, 
Until I reach the glorious gate of everlasting peace. 



p 



.' 
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Kotitron (n 1851« 

** Even the new era of the ascending and brightening dawn still 
bears on its front the glittering morning star of art . . . Art and 
the beautiful are for a certain portion of the educated dasses the 
only fresh oasis of Dirinity amid the surrounding desert of workUi- 
ness." — ScHLSoEL. 

GiTT of cities ! where the stream o£ life 

Bolls oyer full, with ceaseless ebb and flow 

From the wide ocean of humanity- : 

Mart of a world's merchandise ! more glorious are 

Thj triumphs than all achieved bj mortal strife 

Of war, bedripping red with human gore, 

And thousands captive groaning in its train : 

Par grander than old Persia's monarch, in his pride 

Of martial might, what time he sad beheld 

His million warriors in their wide array 

By Hellespont's fair shore, and beholding wept 

Their frail mortality : — ^no tears are thine 

In this thy day of mundane glory great ; 

Thy many millions thou may'st count with joy 

In long procession of glad amity, and peace. 

Nations attest thine energy and might 
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Of enterprifie, by labour vast achieved : 

To thee a gathering crowd of strangers from afar, 

Swelling from day to day from every shore and sea, 

And sweeping through thy streets, with joyftd haste 

Display their offerings of labour, wealth, and art, 

Before thy wondering folk ; in vast profusion heaped, 

AH treasures of the earth are in order laid ; 

AH works of human skill unnumbered lie ; 

All products of the loom, and forge, and power of 

steam 
Combined with science profound, and inventions fine 
Of ingenuity, and perseverance human great. 
Nor absent are creations divine of art. 
And beauty carved in its thousand fancied forms ; 
Nor music, pealing through the sunlit aisles : 
Above all, the marvellous roof of crystal clear. 
Combining, strength with grandeur, stable and Ught ; 
Not that by Neva's strand could erst compare. 
Though buiLt with glittering ice, in massive blocks 
And columns grand, cemented by the frost 
It rose in splendour strange ; so soon it fell 
Before the summer heat and melted all away, 
Like a radiant vision faded and gone for aye. 
The laurel-wreathed crown upon thy brow is placed 
Of victory in bloodless contest of fair peace, 
TJnstain'd by civil broil, or deadly struggle dire. 
But far more glorious is the example given 

r 2 
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To the great restlefls world, of fiiir liberty 
With order joined, and Mthful loyalty ; 
Of the blest privilege of due Sovereign sway 
By love*8 own indisputed rule ; — ^Thy Queen ! 
Confiding in her own people, leal and true ; 
In aU their hearts loved, honoured, and obeyed. 



Co fbt MTefD |?ear» 

*< Eheu I fngaoes, Postome, Postome, 
Labuntor anni/' . 

What bearest thou in thy youthful hand, thou Year 
Of hope renewed and smiling promise &ir. 
Crowned with a wreath of Expectation's flowers, 
Fresh gathered from fickle Fancy's bowers 

Of fimtastic joy ; 
Or decked with gems of living lustre, brought 
From Imaginatian's cave, and given to Thought 

In humour coy ? 
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Hardly the Old Year in his grave is cold 
Ere thou, his greedy heir, iinpatiant, bold 
And reckless, rosheth to seize on all his store 
Of rich-heaped images, and grand examples rare 

Of acted life : 
So ready thou, to play thy tmknown part 
In this world's tragedy of human art. 

And mortal strife. 

Oh ! hasten not tdo fiist thy swifb-speeding course ; 
Oh ! let it bring with it some meed of blissful joy, 
And sweet peace from the everlasting source 
Of all good, pure, unmix'd with base alloy 

Of dull care's dross : — 
So shall we glad celebrate thy parting close ; 
So, grateful remembering bless thy last repose, 

, And mourn thy loss. 
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" Be merry and wise." — Old Saw, 

Oh ! fill the bowl fiill Ugh, clear steaming ; 
Mix it well, and mighty ; streaming 
With purple wine, and golden glow 
Of citron heaving from below ; 

Oh ! let it o'erflow. 

Mingle well its fine compounding, 
AU its richness rare confounding ; 
Let each precious odour live in. 
None overpowering sweetness give in ; 

luscious bibbing ! 

Catch old Care, and send him diving 
Downwards in it, helpless striving ; 
Let him know that here is no place 
For him with us; nor let him grace- 
less show his &/ce, oh ! 

Where is he that flouts the espousal 
Of strong with sweet, at our carousal ? 
Bring him here and set him learning. 
Wisely good and ill discerning. 

Drinking his turn in. 
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Yet not in thankless wanton wassail 
Let any fill the foaming vessel : 
But ever still sufficient deeming 
That which fills his heart with beaming, 

Cheerful thanksgiving. 

Stay, oh ! stay, awhile, with gladness ; 
Let not one depart in sadness^ 
For Christmas old is come at last in : 
We wiU Knger, nor haste our parting, 

Till he is past, oh ! 



9 dtbitmnii Carol. 

WoiTDBors power of sound ! melodious 
Human voices sweetly blending. 

Each to each its part harmonious 
In unison all perfect lending. 

Hear! the treble flute-like clear voice 
Of woman, leading high ^ the rolling 

Tenor's tone ; combined with deep bass. 
Profoundly like a grand bell tolling. 
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Hear again their cadence falling, 

Lingering liquid in the ear ; 
To the soften'd heart recalling 

Memories wandering tar and near ; 

To the senses rapt revealing 

Marrellous music, ringing nigh : 
If on earth such sounds are pealing, 

What in heaven, aye heard on high P 

Oh ! for one strain of song Divine 
Sung that once in shepherds* hearing, . 

Feeding their flocks in Palestine, 
Joyful listening, breathless fearing. 

Oh ! if now that heavenly hymning, 
Heard but once, while angels shining 

Made darkness glad, might reach our dimmiifg 
Sense, their light oiir souls enshrining ! 
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*^ Who resteih not one day in seven, 
That soul shall never rest in heaven/' 

Ancixnt Vsrse. 

Oh ! hearken to that old church-bell, 
From the grey and ancient ivied tower, 
To holy Service known so well 
Chiming, with voice of mighty power. 

A summons from above it seems. 
Sounding the call to wake, and pray. 
Bousing the soul from earthly dreams, 
To seek the heavenward leading way. 

Oh ! hear, and hasten to obey 
With willing heart and himible soul ; 
Thou know'st not, if another day 
Or thine shall be, or time unroll : 
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Oh ! linger not ; to-day is tUne, 
Only to-day ; if thou wilt hear 
The voice of Q-on, the Word Divine : 
Oh ! go in love, and kneel with fear. 

fl 

Oh ! harden not thine heart, nor turn 
To the brpad, and evil-spreading path 
Aside, lest provocation bum : 
Thou know'st the oath once sworn in wrath. 

Err not, nor tempt ; but haste to bow 
Sefore Him, whilst He may be found ; 
His promised rest thus shalt thou know 
In eternal peace, with glory crowned. 
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" Cdui qui n'a pas souffert, que sait-fl }" 

Yet once again, sad, Borrowing one ! 
Yet once more, the threatening tone 
Of stem-voiced Grief, slow wearing on, 

Is echoing near. 
Nearer and nearer the mournful strain 
Sweeping, like sound of falling rain 
Around thick gathering, tells in vain 

To faint, or fear. 

What though sorrow, with bursting sigh 
And lowering mien, is cowering nigh ! 
"WhsA though her tears, so bitterly, 

Still ceaseless fall ! 
Oh ! bow thee to the chilling blast 
That freezes hope ; it may not last 
For ever, though now, fierce and fast^ 

It withers all. 

The 'north wind rageth fiiriously. 
When Winter bringeth from on high 
Cold desolation, far and liigh ; 

Yet Spring once more 
Cometh ere long : — ^look up, and know 
In aU the trials of sharp sorrow, 
The Froyidence that sent the woe 

Hath joy in store. 



%• 
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JUtquitwu 

Alas ! thy freed spirit, hence gone up on high, 
Dwells now with the welcoming angeb in peace ; 

The pain of thy parting was one long, last sigh. 
The bliss of their greeting may never more cease : 

Spirit blest ! 

No more shall thy loving soul sink with fisunt dread 
Of ill, to those dear ones thou lovedst so well ; 

Nor tremble, with meek joy, whenever the meed 
Of affection and love to thy yearning heart fell ; 

Now at rest. 

Thou hadst lived but for others, while walking on 
earth, 
Full of charity, faith, and in calm hope divine ; 
Thy soul with the hues of its heavenly birth 
Ever glowing ; and blessed in heaven, now thine ; 

Ever blest. 

Where thy low sweet voice fell, with a charm in its 
sound, 

Its pleading was ever for good and for right ; 
While thy smile shed its light like a sunbeam around, 

Or a wide-circling wave in a lake still and bright. 

—Never more 

/I 
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Shall thy fair gmcioiis pres^ce bring peace to the 
poor, 
When the eyes that were sleeping with sorrow 
awoke ; 
Nor thy light-springing footfall be known at the door ; 
Nor the ear, where it heard thee, a blessing 
evoke ; — 

Ah ! no more. 

O ye that had known her! on earth though the 
noon 
Of her biright life hath faded in darkness away, 
She lives, where the light of the sun, nor the moon, 
Is not, in glory through the eternal day ; 

Evermore. 

Lament not the lost one ! wail not for the dead ; 

Weep ye for those who now o*er her bier mourn ; 
That, sorrowing in silence, weep o'er the head 

Of the loved one, as down to the grave it is borne ; 

Silently. 

Wail not for the lost one ! the living bewail ; 

Lament not the taken, but those that are left ; 
Their grief-burthen'd hearts with sorrow may fail, 
•And with sighing, for one of whom now berefb ; 

So sadly. 
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Comfort je, comfort ye those that are weeping ; 

Weep ye with them weeping bitterly there ; 
Tell them, in death though her pale form is 
sleeping, 
Her soul is where never may sigh, nor a tear, 

Breathe nor fall. 

Sigh not for the loved one so soon call'd away : 
The ripe com must Ml; the sweet rose shed its 
bloom 5 
Alone in the firmament stars with pure ray 

May shine ; to its bright sphere Heaven its own 

"WiU recall. 

Oh ! scatter pale flowers of Autumn above, — 
For the hearts of the mourners who stand round 
her grave, 
Like them, are sad, — ^the last gift of love : 

Lay her gently along, in Death's dark still 
cave ; 

Oh! solemnly. 

Near her tomb, shall the ocean a dirge ever moan. 
There soft Sumimer winds ever breathe a low sigh ; 

Her last resting place by bright flowers be known i 
And sweet birds, like her spirit rejoicing, sing nigh : 

Ah! EulaHe. 
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NEAB THE SEA-SHOBE. 

** Hope me enoourageth." 

Ancient Armorial Motto. 

Becobd of memoiy ! that on the scroll 
Of time paat, like the Prophet's roll 
Written within, without, appears 
As with an iron pen pn rock 
Graven for ever, beyond the shock 
Of circumstance, or flow of tears, 

below. 

Vision of acted life ! again 

Beflected in the gloomy wane 

And glimmer of the fading past ; 
Silent for ever thy voices, yet 
Thy shadowy forms forbid us to forget, 

So long as love, and faith, shall last 

on earth. 
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Beacon of Hope ! that burning dear 

Above life's ocean dost appear. 

Shedding an eternal ray ; 
Shine ever on onr yessel's course. 
Light us through the breakers hoarse, 

Until the dose of life's short day 

in peace. 

Majestic, mighty-surging sea ! 

A dirge of sad sweet melody 

Besounding near our graves. 
Sing o'er our tomb of kindred souls, 
Lulling our rest, as near it roUs 

The music of thy waves 

on shore. 

Lonely the spot ; yet near the shrine 

Be always heard that ancient line, 

Those words of hope for ever ; 
That hope which aye encourageth, 
In weal or woe, in life or death, 

And bids us despair never, 

never. 

THE Ein). 
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